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The bump in the middle of your body looks out of place even though it's still small. The rest of your body is 
too thin and lanky. Your hips are narrow, but the bump is round and soft on top of them and it elegantly 
stretches your pale skin, as if it was meant to be there, as if it was meant for your hand to rest on. You 
know what it is. You knew it all along, even before you could see it. You don't have to go to the doctor because 


you can easily recall how it happened, but you're not sure he can 


The first thing you noticed was the pounding on the door, the next thing was the intense glow from the yellow 
light in the ceiling when you opened your eyes. You barely noticed the naked body on the other side of the bed 
when you got up and walked with wobbly legs towards the loud noise with a white cotton plaid tied around your 
hips. 


"Jagger," was the only explanation you got when you opened the door and was faced with his wild hair, the 
cigarette smoke from the smoke in the corner of his mouth, and his dark eyes. You didn't recognize the look in 


them when you greeted him and let him walk pass you into your room. 


He remained standing by the door, even after you closed it, with his gaze fixed on the blonde hair in your bed. 
You watched his profile and the slender fingers find the cigarette in his mouth to hold on to it while he took a 
long drag only to throw it on the floor and put it out with the sole of his boot. Then his gaze found yours and 
held on to you as your breath got caught in your throat. 


"IFs black." His voice was raw, but not as raw as yours. He hadn't sung for hours day after day for months, 


"why?" 

"Why?" 

"Yes," he made it sound so obvious, "why did you dye it black?" 

You shrugged. "It's just hair." 

He kept looking at you, looking at your face, your hair, in your eyes. 
"And the make-up. You look like a bloody bitch." 


You didn't know what to say, so you just stood there like a stranger in your own hotel room. Keith had taken 


over, he always took over. 


"Tell me, Micky." One, two steps closer and you could feel his warm breath on your face, smell the smoke and 


almost taste the whiskey, "do you like taking it as a bitch?" 


The white dress is lying on your bed behind you. When you saw it in the shop window, you knew it was going 
to be it. You hadn't thought about it at that time, but you knew instinctively that it should be the exact dress 


in which you were going to tell him. 


The dresser had creaked and slammed against the wall. The plaid from your hips made the polished wood 
slippery beneath you and with each thrust you slid back and forth on the surface. His cock had almost split 
you in two and the tears on your cheeks were cool as you stared at the unconscious body in your bed. His 
moans were wet against your ear, and his hand big in your hair. The fingers on your hip had left bruises. Your 
legs trembled and struggled to keep you up by pressing into his hips and back. When it started you didn't 
expect anything. Your heart had been about to burst, but you hadn't expected to find pleasure, that his brutal 
thrusts would ignite a fire in you that would leave you spent against his body, while your muscles cramped 
around his cock and sent him over the edge after you. You hadn't reckoned that he'd left more than just blood 


and semen behind. 


Your hands shake a little as you draw the black line around your eyes. Your black hair hangs loosely around 
your face and stands out in contrast to the white fabric on your body. The dress flows loosely, but the thin 
fabric can't hide the bump. 


There's no longer anything that can hide the bump, and you know what the bump is. The bump is yours and 
Keith Richard's. 


